Not Over It by Wackadaisicl 


Category: Stranger Things (TV 2016) 

Genre: Aged-Up  Character(s), Alternate Universe - Canon 
Divergence, Alternate Universe - College/University, Bisexual Mike 
Wheeler, But Mike’s still not over it, Domestic Fluff, First Kiss, Gay 
Will Byers, Getting Together, Jealous Mike Wheeler, Love 
Confessions, M/M, Making Out, Oblivious Will Byers, Will/OC is in 
the past, and they were roomates 

Language: English 

Characters: Mike Wheeler, Original Male Character(s), Will Byers 
Relationships: Will Byers/Mike Wheeler, Will Byers/Original Male 
Character(s) 

Status: Completed 

Published: 2021-03-21 

Updated: 2021-03-21 

Packaged: 2022-04-01 02:09:42 

Rating: Teen And Up Audiences 

Warnings: No Archive Warnings Apply 

Chapters: 1 

Words: 5,477 

Publisher: archiveofourown.org 

Summary: 


Will got over his crush on Mike a long time ago. For the most part. 


Mike and Will’s spaghetti-and-a-movie night is interrupted but maybe 
it'll lead to them finally saying what they’ve been scared to say. 


Not Over It 


Author's Note: 


Wow, college au but without the college! I’ve reread 
and edited this so many times in the past week, I’ve 
decided just to post it before all of English becomes a 
garbled mess in my brain. A beta would help but all 
my friends tend to just say “yeah, that’s good!” with 
no actual feedback so here this is. (I appreciate all of 
my friends who have beta-ed for me, don’t get me 
wrong!) 


Also, I had a total Y+peak ace moment% while 
trying to write the making out part, so if it seems off 
that’s why. I have nothing to base it off of. 


As Will stepped into his apartment, he was met with the familiar 
smell of spaghetti sauce cooking and the blasting sound of Journey. 
Spaghetti was one of the few things Mike knew how to cook so he 
made it about once a week. Usually Friday nights like tonight as 
neither of them had anything going on and they could eat together. It 
wasn’t like that at the beginning of the school year, when Mike 
would try to drag Will to parties on Fridays, but Will hated parties 
and Mike eventually just stopped. Will wasn’t sure why, he’d obliged 
a few times but then Mike started renting movies every Friday and 
their weekly spaghetti-and-a-movie nights became an unofficially 
official thing. He much preferred the night in so he wasn’t 
complaining. 


Kicking his shoes off and making his way to their small kitchen, Will 
couldn’t help but smile at the scene in front of him. Mike’s back was 
facing him, probably completely unaware Will was there, as he 
violently mimicked playing a guitar to the riff in Don’t Stop Believin’ . 
As the riff came to a close and right on time with “Don’t stop,” Mike 
twisted around, immediately freezing upon noticing Will. Their eyes 
met, Mike’s wide and Will’s watering from the strain of subdued 
laughter. Mike quickly recovered from his shock and started dancing 
again, singing along to the rest of the chorus. 


“Hold on to that feelin’!” 


Mike’s scratchy voice is what finally broke Will and he burst into 
laughter. This only seemed to encourage Mike more as he grinned, 
dancing over to Will and grabbing his hands to pull him farther into 
the kitchen. Will has never been a fan of dancing but with Mike, it’s 
different. As Mike swings their connected arms around, singing in his 
god awful screech Will can’t help but love, he tries to mimic Mike’s 
movements. He twists and jumps and lets Mike lead him all around 
the tiny area of their kitchen, even chiming in for a few lines here 
and there. As the song slowly fades out, Will pulls away and makes 
his way over to the old stereo Jonathan gave them. Ignoring Mike’s 
pout, he turns the volume down. They’ve already gotten too many 
noise complaints from their neighbors for this exact reason, they 
don’t need another. 


“So, Steve Perry, bringing out the oldies now?” Will teased as he 
walked back over to Mike. Maybe ‘oldies’ was an exaggeration but it 
was still a decade old. Mike shrugged. 


“Just because ten-year-old me didn’t appreciate good music doesn’t 
mean I can’t enjoy it now.” 


Will snorted, rolling his eyes. Mike can be a real dork sometimes. Or 
all the time. 


“Well I’m gonna get cleaned up real quick. I haven’t eaten anything 
since this morning and I’m starving. You got some movies picked 
out?” 


“Yep, stopped at the video store on the way home,” Mike called as he 
turned towards the stove. 


Will smiled, turning to the hallway with their bedrooms and 
bathroom and willing away the heat in his face. He took his time 
walking to his room, picking out some more comfortable clothes, and 
finally heading to the bathroom for a shower. His heart was racing 
and he really wanted to believe it was from the dancing but he’s 
never been a good liar, even to himself. As soon as the water was 
warm enough, he stepped in, welcoming the water cascading down 
his face as if it could wash away all of the unwanted feelings he 


thought he had left behind in high school. 


Will got over his crush on Mike a long time ago. For the most part. 
There was a slight resurgence when Mike came out as bisexual their 
senior year of high school but it was easy to push it away when he 
lived three hours away and was focusing on graduation. Then they 
moved into this crappy apartment decently close to NYU together. 
Which was a bit of a shock after so long apart, but after a couple days 
the awkwardness passed and they fell back into their familiar 
rhythm. Now, no matter how much he tried to deny it, there was 
always that faint pull on his heartstrings whenever their interactions 
were especially domestic. It used to be easy to ignore. Especially 
when he got his first boyfriend. 


Will met Caleb at one of the parties Mike dragged him to. The last 
one, actually, that’s about when Mike gave up on forcing him out of 
the house and their weekly spaghetti-and-a-movie nights started. He 
wasn’t used to getting hit on and much less by guys so when Caleb 
stumbled up to him, clearly drunk, with one of the cheesiest pick up 
lines he’s heard to this day, he didn’t know what to do except laugh. 
Caleb took it in stride, not being deterred in the slightest, and one 
thing led to another. They dated for a few months before breaking it 
off, to Mike’s expressed relief. He never liked Caleb but could never 
give a very clear reason why. Will figured some personalities just 
didn’t mix. It was a mutual decision, they didn’t have much in 
common and it was both of their first relationships. They still talk 
every now and then but it’s a little awkward sometimes, despite the 
clean breakup. 


Mike hasn’t dated anyone since they started at NYU, much to Will’s 
surprise. After coming out, he kept talking about wanting to explore 
his bisexuality in college, away from the close-mindedness of their 
small town. However, now that they were here, he claimed he just 
wanted to focus on school and that there just wasn’t anyone he was 
interested in. Will could respect that. After all, Mike did date in high 
school, unlike himself, so it probably just wasn’t as new and exciting. 
Just because he talked about maybe dating a guy doesn’t mean he’s 
automatically into every queer guy at NYU. Will didn’t push, it just 
meant more Mike to himself. Which, was kind of selfish and 
definitely pushed the platonic boundary he’d specifically put up in 


his heart but whatever. It was fine. 


He was over it. He was. Just because Mike could be overly 
affectionate with him doesn’t mean anything. Will likes that they’re so 
comfortable around each other. The last thing he wants to do is ruin 
that with messy, more-than-platonic feelings. But to his chagrin, he 
just couldn’t get the image of Mike’s face after being caught dancing 
out of his mind. It was an expression Will hasn’t seen on Mike before, 
eyes wide and pink flush blending with freckles. It only lasted for a 
few seconds before morphing into a more familiar grin, which was 
arguably just as cute, but he didn’t want to forget it. He probably 
should, for his own sake, but he really wanted to draw it, which he 
definitely shouldn’t. 


And now he’s back where he started. Frustrated, he yanked the knob 
in front of him down to turn off the water. He threw the shower 
curtain open and grabbed his towel from the rack on the wall, 
burying his face in the fabric. Holding in a groan, he started to dry 
himself off. As he tried to step out of the bathtub, he completely 
misjudged how high he needed to lift his leg and almost tripped. 
That’s when he realized how lightheaded he felt. He really needed to 
eat. Quickly, he finished drying himself off and threw on his comfy 
clothes before leaving the bathroom. On his way back to the main 
living area connected to the kitchen, he dropped his dirty clothes in 
the hamper in his room. 


Mike was already sitting in front of their TV taken from the Wheeler’s 
basement. Two plates of spaghetti sat on their thrifted coffee table in 
front of their couch, also taken from the Wheeler’s basement. After 
Mike left for college, no one really used the basement for more than 
storage so his mom let him take whatever he wanted. Which was 
pretty much the only reason they had any furniture at all. Two part 
time, minimum wage jobs does not pay for a lot. Mike looked up, 
offering a soft smile as Will took his place on the left corner of the 
couch, stretching his legs out across the cushions to his right. 


“Here’s what I got, it’s your pick” Mike said, displaying the various 
rented movies on the coffee table. He always got an eclectic range of 
genres and today’s three movies were no exception. Superman, The 
Shining, and The Blues Brothers. The one thing they had in common, 
being a decade old. It seemed like Mike was in a nostalgic mood. 


“Uh, let’s do Superman.” He didn’t actually care which movie they 
watched but he was working on being more decisive. If he had said 
he didn’t have a preference he would’ve been told to just pick one 
anyway so he just went with the first one he saw. It makes things 
easier. 


Mike nodded, sliding the box with Superman off the table. Will 
grabbed his plate of spaghetti from the table and started eating while 
he waited. The TV came to life and Mike stood up, walking around 
the table as he grabbed his own plate of spaghetti. Will pulled his 
legs back to make room on the couch. Just like every Friday, Mike 
took the right corner, his own plate of spaghetti in hand, and they 
tangled their legs together in between them. Of all the habits they’ve 
formed in the past months living together, this was one of the most 
domestic. Will ignored the heat rushing to his face, hoping the 
resulting blush wasn’t noticeable. 


They didn’t pay too much attention to the movie, both having seen it 
plenty of times. They mostly just talked; About their day, about 
school assignments coming up, and whatever else came to mind. It 
was nice. In all the years they’ve known each other, they rarely ran 
out of things to talk about. But when they did, they didn’t mind 
sitting in silence either, just enjoying being together. Physically, not 
together together. Obviously. 


Will was in the middle of explaining an art project he was excited to 
get started on when the shrill ringing of their phone interrupted him. 
Mike scrambled to pause the movie and Will begrudgingly got up to 
answer the call. As he reached the wall dividing the kitchen from the 
“living room” that held their phone, he sighed. It was probably a 
telemarketer but sometimes his mom called at random times and he 
didn’t want to worry her by not answering. He quickly grabbed the 
phone, not sure which caller he’d prefer. 


“Hello?” He cringed. He didn’t mean to sound so annoyed. 
“Will? Yes! I remembered your number!” 


The voice was muffled from the phone but still distinctly 
recognizable. 


“Caleb?” 


There was a clang from behind him that he presumed was Mike’s fork 
against his plate. 


“Yeah! Listen, I really miss you and I was thinking we could meet up 
tonight. Y’know, catch up?” Caleb’s words were slurred and whiny, just 
like the night they met. 


“Are you drunk?” 
“Does it matter? I want to see you.” 


“Caleb, buddy, we broke up months ago. You have a crush on that 
dude in one of your classes, remember?” 


There was a long pause before Caleb responded. 


“I saw him making out with this girl.” It was so quiet, Will had to strain 
to hear. He doesn’t think he’s ever heard Caleb sound so broken. 


That’s when Will started to piece the story together. Caleb was 
probably at a party tonight and left when he saw that . Will knows 
the feeling of seeing your crush with someone else but Caleb couldn’t 
have picked a worse time to call. He sighed. 


“Do you need a ride home?” 
Mike squawked behind him. 
“Yes please,” Caleb all but sniffled. 


“Alright, where are you?.” He quickly grabbed a pad of paper and a 
pen to write the mostly coherent address down, ignoring Mike’s 
“What?!” and hung up. 


“You're going to meet up with him?” Mike demanded as Will started 
to slip his shoes on. 


“He’s drunk, he had a rough night, and he needs a ride. I can’t just 
leave him crying at a payphone.” He tried to send Mike an apologetic 
smile over his shoulder but it went unacknowledged. 


“Why not? He should have thought about that before going to a party 
alone!” 


“Because I’m a good friend, Mike. I’m sorry, we can continue the 
movie when I get back if you want.” 


“Yeah,” Mike scoffed. “‘Cause that’s all he wants. A friend.” 


“He doesn’t know what he wants right now and I don’t plan on being 
a forget-him hookup. I’m going to drive him home and that’s all that’s 
going to happen.” 


“Pm coming with you,” Mike insisted, meeting Will by the door and 
pulling his own shoes on. Will gave him an exasperated look but he 
just nodded decisively, clearly set in this decision. 


Will didn’t feel like arguing so he just rolled his eyes, accepting the 
inevitable tense car ride in his future. Mike cooled down a bit by time 
they reached Will’s car so the drive to Caleb wasn’t that bad, if quiet. 
The tension rose as they approached the payphone Caleb described, 
with said boy sitting on the bench next to it. Mike didn’t move as 
Will unbuckled his seatbelt and opened his door to get out. With the 
pull of the door handle came light washing through the car. Will 
stopped as he was about to close the door, taking in Mike’s scowling 
face in the new light. Will hated seeing Mike like this but when he 
remembered why Mike was upset, he just felt annoyed. He shut the 
door with an audible huff. 


As he approached Caleb, he examined his hunched over form. Caleb’s 
clothes were rumpled and his hair was tangled and messy, sticking up 
in all different directions. He always used to run his fingers through 
his hair when he was overwhelmed. His head was in his hands and as 
Will got closer he realized he was shaking. He didn’t seem to notice 
Will. 


“Caleb?” Will asked softly. At his name, he finally lifted his head, 
revealing his splotchy, tear-tracked face. Will felt a pang of hurt in 
his heart. He did care about Caleb, even if they weren’t all that close 
anymore. “C’mon, buddy, let’s get you home.” 


Caleb nodded miserably, standing up a bit too fast and almost falling 


over. Will caught him and led him over to his car, helping him crawl 
into the backseat. He didn’t say anything until Will was leaning over 
to buckle his seatbelt for him. 


“Will, why won’t anyone love me?” His voice was strangled and 
broken, leaving Will feeling off-balanced. It had been so long since 
he’d comforted Caleb, it felt awkward now. 


“You know that’s not true. It was just one boy, there will be others. 
Besides, did you even know anything about him?” 


Caleb hummed as he looked off into the distance, eyes glossy and 
unfocused. Will tried a reassuring smile before shutting the door and 
walking over to the driver’s side. Caleb didn’t speak again until Will’s 
own belt clicked into its lock. 


“No, I guess not.” 


Will met Mike’s eyes and revelled in the apparent realization. It 
looked like Mike finally understood that he was sorely mistaken in 
believing Will would actually hook up with Caleb in this state. 
Really, he wouldn’t hook up with Caleb at all but, baby steps. 


“He’s a mess,” Mike stated as if that wasn’t already clear. Will just 
nodded in his best I told you so way. Suddenly Caleb jerked away 
from the window he’d been leaning his face against, bringing both of 
their attentions to the back seat. 


“Oh. Hi, Mike. Didn’t see you there.” 


Mike looked back at Will pleadingly, like he needed support in 
talking to Caleb. Whatever he was looking for, Will must not have 
given it to him and he grumpily turned back to Caleb. 


“Uh, yeah. Hi.” 


“Wait! Did you two finally get together?” Caleb seemed to forget all 
of his previous woes as he frantically looked between Mike and Will, 
eventually settling on Mike. “I used to get sooo jealous, Will would 
talk about you all the time and you’d give him these sad heart eyes 
even though I was right there. I told him that when we broke up but 
he didn’t believe me. I have to know, who made the first move?” 


“He’s drunk.” Will and Mike spoke at the same time, looking at each 
other with matching terror-filled eyes. Caleb frowned at them. 


“Shit, you’re not... whoops, my bad.” He looked apologetic for all of 
two seconds before snorting and bringing his pointer finger up to his 
lips. “Shhh, I’ll keep quiet.” And then he turned back to his window, 
leaving Mike and Will in their shock. 


The light just above Will and Mike’s heads dimmed before shutting 
off, drenching the car in a heavy darkness. Will swallowed, refusing 
to meet Mike’s eyes as he turned around and started the car. The 
entire ride to Caleb’s apartment building was silent besides the 
occasional indecipherable mumbling from the back seat. Once there, 
Will quickly clambered out of his car to help Caleb up to his 
apartment where he handed the drunken mess off to his roommate to 
deal with. Said roommate was the worst closet case Will had ever 
seen and was totally head over heels for Caleb but he didn’t bother 
telling Caleb that. He wasn’t one to meddle in other people’s lives 
and he knew how hard it could be to accept that part of yourself. 
They’d figure it out eventually. Hopefully. Caleb deserved a happy 
relationship with someone who loved him. 


He took his time on his way back to the car. Caleb’s words kept 
ringing in his ear, refusing to silence. Caleb was one to meddle and 
had, in fact, told Will he should ask Mike out when they broke up but 
he thought he was joking. There was no way Mike gave Will heart 
eyes, that’s just not how things worked. It was Will who gave Mike 
heart eyes when no one was looking and then pretended he didn’t. 
Okay. So maybe he wasn’t at all over his crush on Mike and maybe 
he never was to begin with. Just maybe. Mike doesn’t feel the same 
way. Caleb was drunk, he always talks nonsense when he’s drunk. 
That’s all it was. Nonsense. 


Will was so caught up in these thoughts, he didn’t realize he was 
standing outside his car door already. A light tap, tap, tap brought 
him back to reality and his eyes focused on a face in the car window. 
Mike was leaning over the middle console into the driver's seat, 
looking at Will with a raised eyebrow and worried, pursed lips. Will 
diverted his eyes, finally opening his door and stepping in once Mike 
moved back into the passenger seat. Neither of them said anything. 


The silence was taught and all-consuming, unlike the silences they’ve 
shared before. It made Will want to squirm and cry but he didn’t, 
instead forcing himself to focus on starting the car and pulling out of 
the parking lot. Will was set on ignoring the tension, not sure what 
he even could say, until Mike spoke up. 


“Hope you didn’t want seconds. The spaghetti’s definitely cold by 
now.” 


And just like that, the car’s atmosphere wasn’t so awkward and Will 
felt like he could breathe freely again. 


“Tll help put it away when we get home. We can heat it up 
tomorrow.” He looked away from the road for a second to see Mike 
alight with the warm glow from a streetlight. Mike met his eyes, 
nodding his head with an easy smile. 


Then, the silence returned but this time, it was loose and comfortable 
like an oversized hand-me-down sweater. When they got home, Will 
slipped off his shoes and wordlessly headed for the kitchen. Mike 
soon followed with their plates from the coffee table and they fell 
back into their familiar routine. They moved around each other in 
the tiny space of their kitchen easily, Mike starting on the dishes 
while Will grabbed some Tupperware from a cabinet. After he put the 
leftover spaghetti in their fridge, he joined Mike at the sink to help 
clean dishes. For a few minutes, Will thought they were going to 
move on just like that. Apparently, Mike had other plans. 


“Are we gonna talk about it?” 


Will glanced over to his right to find Mike already looking at him. He 
looked nervous . 


“I was content with not doing that but since you’re bringing it up ’m 
guessing you're not.” 


“Youre right, I’m not” Mike mumbled, looking down at the fork he 
was cleaning. 


Will sighed, placing a newly clean plate onto the drying rack next to 
the sink. 


“Look, Caleb... says things when he’s drunk. I mean, you saw him, he 
was a disaster! It doesn’t have to mean anything.” 


He immediately regretted his word choice. ‘Doesn’t have to ’ implies it 
could mean something. He knows Mike noticed, he can feel him 
eyeing him, but he pretends his stomach isn’t pooling with dread and 
just scrubs at the plate in his hand harder. 


“What if I want it to mean something?” Mike’s voice was low, just 
above a whisper, and almost sounded... hesitant? 


Will stopped scrubbing the plate. Slowly, he turned his head back 
over to Mike, eyes immediately drawn to the bottom lip trapped 
between Mike’s front teeth. 


“Do you?” Will had to tear his gaze away from Mike’s lips to search 
his eyes for any sign of insincerity. Mike’s gaze didn’t meet his, 
though, it was angled farther down. 


“Maybe...” 


He knew where Mike was looking and maybe that was answer 
enough but he needed Mike to look him in the eyes and tell him 
straight. 


“Mike,” He insisted. 


Finally, their eyes met and Will was taken aback by the emotion 
swirling in the deep brown irises before him. 


“Yes, I really want it to be more than just drunken nonsense.” 


That was all Will needed to lean closer, stopping just an inch from 
Mike’s face in case he wanted to pull away. He didn’t. Just watched, 
eyes bouncing between Will’s eyes and lips. Will’s attention was 
suddenly drawn down from Mike’s eyes to the tongue poked out of 
his lips. It ran along his bottom lip agonizingly slow and finally, Will 
closed the gap. As their lips met, Will’s mind went completely blank. 
Whatever he was just thinking, if anything, was overwhelmed with 
everything Mike and finally knowing what Mike’s lips felt like against 
his own. Mike took a moment to kiss back but when he did, Will felt 
a wet hand cup his cheek and chest come flush against his. 


Unconsciously, he loosened the grip on the plate in his hands and the 
resulting clatter when it fell had them shooting apart all too soon. 


Impossibly long seconds passed where they just stood there, frozen in 
place and staring at each other with the water still running in the 
background. And then they were laughing, Will burying his face in 
Mike’s shoulder and the hand previously cupping his cheek now 
cradling the back of his head. He heard the water shut off and the 
plop of a wet washcloth on the counter. 


“T think the dishes can wait,” Mike softly spoke into Will’s hair. 


Will hummed his agreement before (reluctantly) pulling away from 
Mike and reaching behind him to grab the towel hanging from the 
oven’s handle. After drying his hands, he tried handing the towel off 
to Mike to do the same. He just looked at it confused until seemingly 
coming out of a daze and taking it. Will giggled despite his best 
effort. Once the towel was replaced on the oven handle, Mike 
grabbed Will’s hand and led him over to the couch where they took 
their respective sides. Their legs remained separate, feet on the 
ground, but their fingers were still connected. It was an awkward 
position, sitting on opposite sides of the couch with their arms 
stretched out between them. Neither boy seemed to know how to 
continue. Will was surprised to find himself speaking first this time. 


“And you thought I was going to hook up with Caleb.” 

Mike awkwardly chuckled, visibly relaxing his tensed shoulders. 
“Yeah, that was... stupid. Sorry,” Mike replied bashfully. 

“It was stupid. But, I guess if you hadn’t freaked out and tagged 
along, this wouldn’t have happened.” Will squeezed Mike’s hand to 
indicate the this he was talking about. He wasn’t actually sure what 
this was but he liked it so far. 


Mike groaned. 


“Oh god, I do not want to credit Caleb for us getting together.” Mike’s 
grip on Will’s hand tightened almost possessively and Will laughed, 
scooching closer a bit. Getting together bounced around in his mind 


like a beautifully echoing chime of bells. 


“He’s really not that bad, I still don’t know why you hate him so 
much” Will admitted, rubbing his thumb gently against Mike’s. 


“Are you kidding?” Mike asked incredulously. Will frowned, shaking 
his head. “Will, I was jealous.” 


Will’s thumb froze as he processed this. Mike was jealous? Of Caleb? 
“What?” He asked, more to himself than anything. 


“Jealousy?” Mike spoke slowly like he was explaining something to a 
toddler. “It’s the feeling you get when someone you- want to be with 
is with someone else.” 


Will snorted. He didn’t point out Mike’s hesitation but he did 
mentally store it for later. 


“Yeah, I know, dipshit. I had to listen to you talk about all those girls 
in high school. I’m just... surprised, I guess. Still kind of processing 
the ‘ want to be with’ me part.” 


Mike’s eyebrows rose comically high. 
“High school?” 


Oh. Oh. Whoops, that was more information than Will meant to 
reveal tonight. He nodded awkwardly, only relaxing when Mike 
smiled and moved closer to the middle of the couch. 


“You were how I realized I’m bi,” Mike quietly admitted. That was 
very new information and it made Will’s insides feel fuzzy. If they 
were confessing now, he figured he might as well keep the ball 
rolling. 


“Same. Well, gay.” Will scooched closer again. Mike‘s face scrunched 
up the way it always does when he’s confused and Will’s stomach 
plummeted. 


“But you said you always knew.” It wasn’t a question, it was a 
statement. 


And yeah, that is what Will told Mike when he first came out. He 
didn’t think he’d remember. Will swallowed thickly. 


“Um, yeah.” His statement still stood. From the moment he learned 
what it meant to like someone as more than a friend, he knew that 
was what he felt for Mike. Which, now that he was thinking about it, 
is a really long time. He watched as realization washed over Mike’s 
face, smile pulling at his lips. 


And then Mike crossed the small distance still between them, their 
thighs pressing together. Mike let go of his hand and instead wrapped 
the arm around his shoulder. 


“Ts this okay?” 


Will nodded, laying his head against Mike’s chest. He smiled to 
himself when Mike squeezed him gently. He watched as Mike’s leg 
bounced up and down, could feel Mike’s heart racing. Will could tell 
he wanted to say something. He brought his right arm across to his 
left shoulder and laced their fingers back together, squeezing in 
encouragement. It took another moment but finally, Mike spoke. 


“I don’t know when.” 


Will frowned, tilting his head up to look at Mike questioningly. Mike 
was already looking at him with embarrassment written all over his 
face. 


“When what?” He asked when Mike didn’t elaborate. He watched 
Mike’s adams apple bob in his throat as he swallowed. 


“T thought this was a new thing when I first started questioning. But I 
keep remembering moments from when we were like, ten, and 
realizing that maybe my feelings weren’t as platonic as I thought. 
Which is scary because it’s like a portion of my life just... wasn’t what 
I thought it was.” 


Mike had a nasty habit of beating around his actual point and only 
alluding to what he was feeling but Will was pretty sure he got what 
Mike was trying to say. He could tell Mike wasn’t finished, though, 
and nudged him as if to say, ‘ continue.’ 


“People talk about realizing they’re queer and having things just, 
click in place and everything make sense. But it’s not... nice like they 
describe. To me. Things keep clicking in place and now I have to 
rethink my entire life! How could I not know? I feel like I wasted so 
much time not being myself without even realizing it.” 


Will sat up, turning to face Mike as much as he could while sitting 
next to him. He didn’t really know what to say, he’s never been good 
with words. People always told him that’s why he was such a good 
artist. He had to say something , though. 


“Mike, everyone comes to terms with their sexuality differently. We 
grew up in a small town where being queer isn’t okay and being 
straight is the default. You’re still attracted to girls so of course you 
assumed you were that default. You can’t change the past, all you can 
do is move forward starting from right now. So, what do you want to 
do right now?” 


Mike’s eyes were watering and his smile was shaky but the expression 
wasn’t sad. Maybe Will’s words weren’t perfect but they were enough 
for right now. 


“T really fucking want to kiss you,” Mike whispered, voice thick. Will 
grinned. 


“Then do.” 


Mike shot forward without another moment’s hesitation, capturing 
Will’s lips in his. It was more desperate than their kiss in the kitchen, 
like Mike was drowning and Will was a necessary breath of air. Will 
was happy to provide, matching Mike’s energy and then some. He 
was overwhelmed with the desire to be closer, so much closer. So, he 
grabbed either side of Mike’s face to hold them both steady and make 
sure their lips stayed connected while he climbed onto Mike’s lap. He 
felt arms wrap around his waist and he unconsciously hummed his 
satisfaction. 


Something about the higher angle he was now at must have given 
him a new confidence and he found himself taking control. He 
pushed his tongue against Mike’s lips, asking for permission to 
deepen the kiss. It was quickly granted when Mike parted his lips but 


Will's confidence slipped for just a second. His only experience with 
kissing was with Caleb and he had always let the other boy lead then. 
He wasn’t entirely sure what to do now but he quickly decided not to 
think about it and just pushed past Mike’s lips. He roamed all over 
Mike’s mouth, sloppy and clearly inexperienced but Mike didn’t seem 
to mind. He hummed and moaned when Will did something right and 
pulled back ever so slightly to reset when their movements got too 
awkward. 


It wasn’t until his lungs started to burn that he realized the kiss was 
no longer a breath of fresh air but the water he was drowning in. At 
first, he was fine with that. If he was going to go out, kissing Mike 
Wheeler was a good way to do it. But the promise of future kisses 
was enough to make him pull back. 


As he leaned away with heaving breaths, he stopped to admire the 
boy before him. Mike’s lips were wet and swollen and his eyes were 
blown wide, shining with lust. Will’s chest swelled with pride 
knowing he did that. He thought back to earlier that day, wondering 
how the hell he got here, sitting in Mike’s fucking lap. He 
remembered dancing in the kitchen thinking that was the most he’d 
ever get from Mike so he might as well enjoy it, talking on the couch 
about anything and everything with their legs tangled together like it 
was the most natural thing in the world, Mike fuming just knowing 
Will was talking to Caleb, Mike looking absolute ethereal with the 
warm glow of a streetlight highlighting his soft smile, Mike’s arms 
around him, Mike’s lips against his, just Mike everywhere. 


“Whatcha thinkin’ about?” 


The gentle voice cut through his thoughts and then he was back in 
the present. Mike, no longer a recent memory but right there, was 
looking at him with an eerily familiar adoration. Mike was always 
right there, whether he knew it or not, and he’d never get over it. 


“You,” he replied with a peck on the lips. “Always you.” 
It was the most true thing he’d ever spoken. 


Author's Note: 


I’m pretty sure “whatcha thinkin’ about?” “You.” has 
been used a thousand times already but whatever, 
what even is originality? This is literally fanfiction, I 
sure don’t know her! 


Pd love to hear your thoughts in the comments, any 
feedback is appreciated and also,, social interaction. 
If not, thank you for reading! You are still 
appreciated :) 


